POPULAR TALES

lost company of the Lion and Hindostan in the Channel. As
my friends afterwards told me, they waited for us five days in
Praya Bay; but as no Jackal appeared, they sailed again with-
out her. At length, to our great joy, we descried on the beach
of Sumatra a board nailed to a post, which our friends had set
up there, with a written notice to inform us that the Lion and
Hindostan had touched on this shore on such a day, and to point
out to us the course that we should keep in order to join them.

At the sight of this writing my spirits revived : the wind
favoured us; but, alas 1 in passing the Straits of Banka, we
were damaged so that we were obliged to return to port to refit,
and to take in fresh provision. Not a soul on board but wished
it had been their fate to have had a berth in the other ships ;
and I more loudly than any one else expressed this wish twenty
times a day. When my companions heard that I was to have
sailed in the ambassador's ship, if I had been time enough at
Spithead, some pitied and some rallied me: but most said I
deserved to be punished for my negligence. At length we joined
the Lion and Hindostan at North Island. Our friends had
quite given up all hopes of ever seeing us again, and had
actually bought at Batavia a French brig, to supply the place
of the Jackal. To my great satisfaction, I was now received
on board the Lion, and had an opportunity of conversing with
the men of literature and science, from whom I had been so
unluckily separated during the former part of the voyage.
Their conversation soon revived and increased my regret, when
they told me of all that I had missed seeing at the various
places where they had touched : they talked to rne with provok-
ing fluency of the culture of manioc ; of the root of cassada, of
which tapioca is made; of the shrub called the cactus, on
which the cochineal insect swarms and feeds; and of the
ipecacuanha-plant; all which they had seen at Rio Janeiro,
besides eight paintings representing the manner in which the
diamond and gold mines in the Brazils are worked. Indeed,
upon cross-examination, I found that these pictures were miser-
ably executed, and scarcely worth seeing.

I regretted more the fine pine-apples, which my companions
assured me were in such abundance that they cleaned their
swords in them, as being the cheapest acid that could be there
procured. But, far beyond these vulgar objects of curiosity, I
regretted not having learned anything concerning the celebrated
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